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threshold, the pathway of departure opens before
us. It plunges under the trees which are ready
at once to hide the great temple from us.
I turn, therefore, to take a last look at Angkor.
This pilgrimage, which, since my childhood, I
had hoped to make, is now a thing accomplished,
fallen .into the past, as soon will fall my own
brief human existence, and I shall never see
again, rising into the sky, those great strange
towers. I cannot even, this last time, Mow
them for long with my eyes, for very quickly
the forest closes round us, ushering in a sudden
twilight
At about seven or eight o'clock we reach
the Siamese village of Siem-Reap, on the bank
of the river, in the region of the tall palms. It
is quite dark, and the half-naked folk who move
about under the vault of trees get the light
they need by waving burning brands, as is
the custom also in India on the Malabar coast
They hasten to welcome us and instal us, on
the river bank, in a hut used by the travelling
pilgrims, which seems to be on stilts, so high
are the piles on which it is raised.